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THE HALCYON DAYS OF CLEVELAND 
(Written and read by Firmin McKinnon at the meeting 
of the Historical Society, Inc., on June 24th, 1948) 
Mr. Chairman, Ladies and Gentlemen. The chair-
man has announced that our subject for to-night is 
"The Halcyon Days of Cleveland," and however much 
some of you may be astonished let me assure you that 
that little sleepy village once had its "crowded hour." 
It could perhaps, scarcely be called "glorious life" but 
it had its hour which the poet has told us is worth an 
age without a name. Nor could we say of it, as another 
poet sang of ancient Greece, that it was majestic in 
decay. Rather, like Windsor in New South Wales, it 
seeins to have petrified. But although it is a hope that 
was shattered, a dream that was never realised, the 
story of Cleveland's once crowded hour is romantic. 
Cleveland, at one time, was nearly being the capi-
tal of Queensland; it might not have been merely "the 
squatter's mistake," as Dr. Lang called it, if Fate had 
not played one or two of her little tricks. 
In Australian settlement there have been three 
frontiers, to use a term once eloquently used in this 
room by the late Professor Alcock when he was deliver-
ing a presidential address. There were the pastoral 
frontier, the mining frontier, and the frontier of close 
settlement, all of which exercised a considerable influ-
ence in Australian development. 
To understand fully the story of Cleveland it is 
necessary to cast back one's mind to the old pastoral 
frontier that was established here a little more than a 
hundred years ago; and to remember, further, that 
until the penal settlement in Moreton Bay was ter-
minated in 1839, the village of Brisbane Town was but 
a British gaol, and not a pleasant gaol at that. Not by 
any stretch of imagination could the tiny bizarre settle-
ment be called a town, or even a village till the penal 
settlement was ended; in fact, it remained a struggling 
and straggling settlement till after the first municipal 
council was elected in 1859. 
In the meantime the pastoralists (then called 
squatters) had parcelled out the Darling Downs, the 
Upper Brisbane, and the Logan country; and there was 
bitter animosity between the squatters and the handful 
of white residents whose home was in Brisbane. For 
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one thing the squatters were unable to secure adequate 
labour and they advocated a revival of the hated and 
hateful transportation system, or, failing that, the 
introduction of coloured labour. Most of them, you 
will understand, had come here with no greater ambi-
tion than that of making money so that they might 
return to England as quickly as possible. 
The residents of Brisbane were implacably op-
posed to both projects. They hated the very name of 
transportation, and they were, at least, bitterly pre-
judiced against coloured labour. While the squatters 
held mass meetings at Limestone (afterwards known 
as Ipswich) the Brisbane residents replied with angry 
anti-migration meetings at which the squatters were 
referred to as "the bandit party." Again, because of 
the river's bar, all wool and other produce at that time 
had to be sent from Brisbane to Moreton Bay in small 
lighters, adding considerably both to expense and delay. 
Because of this the Colonial Secretary in Sydney 
decreed that, with such a handicap, Brisbane could 
never become a commercial town; and with his eye on 
Cleveland, and desirous of helping the cause of his 
friends, the squatters, he directed that a new site 
should be chosen for the commercial town. 
The squatters had decided long ago that Cleveland 
should be the chief port, and in those days they exer-
cised a powerful influence. Because of their influence 
the first railway went west from Ipswich, and Brisbane 
was not connected by railway with the outside country 
till 14th June 1875. In the meantime the squatters 
travelled direct from Ipswich to Cleveland, giving Bris-
bane the "go-by," determined to make (Cleveland the 
port and capital of Moreton Bay. Then Fate and the 
Cleveland mud-banks took a hand in the game and 
played a sorry trick upon the elated seaside village. 
Sir George Gipps was Governor of New South 
Wales from 1838 to 1846. He was a military man, 
pompous, arrogant, and fully imbued with the idea that 
it was part of a Governor's duty to maintain the 
authority of the Colonial Office in England against the 
will of the people. For that reason he was exceedingly 
unpopular with all classes of the community. He was 
dictatorial, unsympathetic, and antagonistic to the 
landed interests. In March 1842 he came to Moreton 
Bay and his advisers suggested that before going on 
to the bush village of Brisbane he ought to make an in-
spection of Cleveland. The autocrat decided that he 
must visit Cleveland. It was a bad decision for him-
self, for the 'squatters, and for the seaside village. 
Stuart Russell was one of the party, and in 
"Genesis of Queensland" he teUs the story. The vessel 
in which the Vice-Regal party was travelling. The 
Shamrock, one of the old Hunter River Company's 
fleet, commanded by Captain Gilmore, entered the Bay 
by the Amity Point Passage. The Governor was 
delighted at the prospect of Cleveland Point in the dis-
tance. But the Shamrock had to anchor about a mile 
out. Then RusseU says: "His Excellency and suite 
were boated to the ooze as far as the depth admitted. 
Then, there was no help for it. Too heavy to be car-
ried, they all had to take to the water which was more 
in conformity with their tastes than the mud proved 
to be as seen through the captain's glass. Floundering 
and flopping through such a hundred yards of deep 
nastiness was quite enough to settle the question 
between Brisbane and her rival. 
"In about two hours the tide had risen sufficiently 
to spare them much of such footing on return . . . but 
I observed that he did not look back—as Lot's wife once 
<Iid—at the haven in dispute." 
Stuart Russell hints that there might have been a 
^ileep-laid scheme in bringing the Governor to the Point 
at that hour. Be that as it may, and I think it very 
unlikely, the fact remains that Cleveland had made an 
enemy for life of an arrogant and mud-bespattered 
autocrat. He caine to Brisbane Town and declared that 
it should be proclaimed the port of entry. 
But he was a very angry man and he left his mark 
on Brisbane to this very day. The surveyor who had 
made a survey of the future township had made pro-
vision for wide streets and semi-tropical gardens. Gipps 
protested against such wanton waste of Her Majesty's 
lands and directed that the streets should be one chain 
wide, instead of two chains and that the proposed 
garden squares should be sold as allotments. Instead 
of viewing the position as a statesman (which, of 
course, he was not), he seemed to view it as a rapacious 
landlord. But Nehemiah Bartley, in "Australian Pion-
eers and Reminiscences," says of that incident: "Poor 
man, he was but mortal and could not be expected to 
see that in ten years more the destiny of Australia 
would be revolutionised by the discovery of gold." 
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William Coote, in his "History of the Colony of 
Queensland," sets himself up as defender of this very 
unpopular Governor, and writes: "Even in 1860 the 
idea of making Cleveland the commercial port of the 
district had not been abandoned. I am, therefore, pre-
pared to believe that at the time of Sir George Gipp's 
visit when, as yet, there was no town of any kind, the 
attention of the few officials was directed more to the 
extraction of revenue from the site than to the in-
vestigation of the place as a port or capital. In fact, 
the natural thought of anyone who merely considered 
the subject casually, would have been that, for a port, 
the settlement was too far up a river that was supposed 
to be encumbered by shoals and bars." He goes on to 
say that it is unfair to place all the blame on Sir George 
Gipps. 
There is something in what Coote has said because 
unquestionably Sir George did not believe that Bris-
bane would become the capital. The mud episode had 
wiped out the hopes of Cleveland, but before Sir George 
left for Sydney he gave specific directions that an ac-
curate survey of the country around Limestone should 
be made. When he left he really believed that the 
future Ipswich would be the capital of the new country 
and it probably would have been if the squatters' hope 
had not been frustrated by the river. The squatters 
purchased a vessel named "The Experiment" but on 
the first ostentatious run—and it was ostentatious— 
she grounded near Goodna. Later, when carrying a 
valuable top-heavy cargo, the little vessel turned over 
and sank just below the site of the present Victoria 
Bridge. Boat and cargo were sold for £200, and the 
Helidon pastoralist (Mr. Pearce), who had backed his 
wishes, had to sell part of his property to repay the 
losses. The effort to make Ipswich the head of naviga-
tion had been a costly failure. As the late J. J. Knight 
said in his book "In the Early Days" "the proverb, 'Man 
proposes but God disposes' never was better exempli-
fied." 
The mud incident had sealed the fate of Cleveland 
but the pastoral frontier refused to accept that decision 
and went on with its campaign, refusing to have any-
thing to do with the arrogant little villige of Brisbane. 
Captain the Hon Louis Hope, scion of a noble English 
house that subsequently gave the Commonwealth its 
first Governor-General, concentrated on Ormiston 
which the squatters hoped would be a beautiful and 
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bounteous suburb. He built the old Ormiston House 
(now owned^ by Miss Macartney), planted the lovely 
azalea garden that still remains as a meinorial to his 
energy, and also the little Church of England that 
nestles, as a ruin, among the flowering shrubs on the 
way to Ormiston House. It was built to serve the needs 
of the Hopes, their employees and employees' families. 
Forty years ago, when I first saw it, that little church 
was charmingly attractive, but in the meantime it has 
suffered severely from "decay's effacing fingers." 
Captain Hope was a man of big ideas and strange 
moods. He came to Queensland in 1843 and held KUcoy 
station while David McConnel of Cressbrook was a 
director of Brisbane's first bank, the Bank of New 
South Wales. Then he went to Ormiston and pioneered 
the commercial sugar industry that called for the ex-
penditure of a lot of money, and erected a sugar miU, 
the first to be built in Queensland. Then he entered 
into an agreement with a gentleman who had sugar-
growing experience elsewhere, and undertook to crush 
at his miU at Ormiston all sugar grown on that gentle-
man's property. It was a splendid crop, so great that 
Captain Hope could not fulfil his agreement. The mill 
had had a good run on the Captain's own cane and the 
manager thought it was necessary to give it a complete 
overhaul before accepting the outside cane. But the 
grower decided to go on with his harvesting, holding 
Captain Hope responsible for any loss suffered. The 
cane was cut and stacked on a road just outside the mUl 
yard, on the private property of Captain Hope. He 
erected trespass notices but these were removed. He 
did not crush the cane. The result was an action at 
law which went against Captain Hope. The original 
judgment was upheld in an appeal to the Full Court, 
and Captain Hope threatened to take the case to the 
Privy Council. Better counsels prevailed, however, 
and Hope settled for a lump sum with the aggrieved 
grower. But he was so annoyed that he declared he 
would never grow another stick of cane. He held to his 
decision, and thus ended the first chapter in Queens-
land's cane sugar history. The mill machinery, a 
steam plough and other plant were offered for sale, a 
considerable portion of which was bought by Joshua 
Peter Bell of Jimbour in the Dalby district, afterwards 
Sir Joshua Peter Bell, father of Mr. J. T. Bell, who was 
Minister for Lands in two Kidston Governments and 
later, Speaker of the Legislative Assembly. Doubtless 
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many of you knew Mr. J. T. BeU as I did. He was one 
of the last great orators of the Legislative Assembly! 
How easily those little references carry one away from 
one's subject. 
Let us get back to Cleveland. Long before Cap-
tain Hope had decided to crush no more sugar cane, Mr. 
Richard Newton—his son became a Colonel in the 
Anglo-Boer War, was afterwards private secretary to 
Lord Chelmsford, when he was Governor of Queens-
land, and married a sister of Captain Verney who was 
A.D.C.—dear, dear, how those little items of gossip do 
sidetrack one's efforts to get ahead, but Mr. CoUinson, 
sitting down yonder, would tell you that it is the art of 
padding. Well, this Mr. Richard Newton had launched 
the sugar-growing enterprise at Redland Bay. In the 
'seventies Mr. Newton sold his sugar lands and miU to 
Mr. Dart, and Mr. Dart afterwards sold his interests to 
a Brisbane syndicate who subdivided the area into fruit 
farms. Mr. Gilbert Burnett had experience both at 
Ormiston and Redland Bay, and he afterwards removed 
his sugar-crushing machinery to Wellington Point, 
and later transferred his interests to timber, playing a 
considerable part in the progress of Cleveland as a port. 
Incidentally I should have remarked that the bricks in 
the wall and chimney stack of Captain Hope's mill were 
purchased by Mr. Taylor Winship and used in the erec-
tion of the first Winship home at Cleveland Point op-
posite the old Customs House and Post Office which, as 
many of you know, became part of the old Pier Hotel— 
until it was destroyed by fire. 
But Brisbane had to meet a much more redoubt-
able opponent than Captain Hope. He was Francis 
Bigge who, with his brother Frederick, owned Mount 
Brisbane station; and it was after the Bigge Brothers 
that the town of Grandchested had been named first as 
Bigge's Camp. 
Away back in 1842, according to Stuart Russell, 
he and a party were attacked by a gang of bushrangers. 
The party ran off and reported that Francis Bigge had 
been shot and killed. But that was quite wrong. Bigge 
with his small pocket pistol beat off the bushrangers 
and later took part in their capture, although he had 
been wounded by a bullet. When the leader of the gang 
was about to be executed in Sydney he said that Mr. 
Bigge was surely the pluckiest man in the country and 
he did not mind swinging for such a man. 
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But here I am, again getting off the track, 
although it is one of the sacred laws of newspaper work 
that you must keep to your subject. 
Francis Bigge, a very close associate of Robert 
Little, first Crown Solicitor in Brisbane—the two were 
fecetiously known as Bigge and Little—spent many 
thousands of pounds in trying to make Cleveland the 
capital. With Arthur Hodson of Eton Vale he made a 
road direct from Ipswich to Cleveland. A big wool store 
was erected, and he built the big house on Cleveland 
hill, afterwards licensed as a hotel to Victor Cassim 
and conducted as the Grand Hotel. Later, part of it 
became the home of Mrs. C. E. Bernays, formerly of 
Brisbane. That building, some of you may recollect as 
Bigge's Folly, that being the name it held until recent 
years. 
Now to digress again. Forty years ago it was freely 
gossiped by old hands at Cleveland, and probably had 
at least a substratum of truth behind it, that after 
Francis Bigge built the big house on the hill he invited 
Sir George Ferguson Bowen, the first Governor of 
Queensland to stay for a few days. Sir George, believ-
ing that Captain the Hon. Louis Hope would wish to 
pay his respects sent a messenger across to Ormiston 
to inform the aristocratic sugar-grower of his presence 
at Cleveland. Perhaps the message was tactlessly 
delivered (as some secretaries can do) but the only re-
sponse was a message conveying the captain's compli-
ments and the hope that his Excellency would enjoy his 
visit. It looks almost inconceivable that the good cap-
tain would snub the Governor in that way but perhaps 
the secretary had ruffled him, and anyhow the son of 
the first Earl of Hopetoun was a far greater man in 
social status that a mere official of the Colonial Office 
though he was a Governor, and snobbery had its hey-
day about that time. The story is possibly apocryphal, 
but it was published in the Cleveland "Mercury" by its 
owner and editor, Mr. F. C. Woosley, who had been one 
of the early editors of the Brisbane "Daily Mail," and 
it was commonly related by old hands of Cleveland. 
Years before it was related by Mr. Woosley in the 
Cleveland "Mercury"—yes, the village once had a news-
paper—it used to be told as a good joke by Mr. Victor 
Drury, who was a member of the council in faraway 
days, and later a solicitor at Dalby. 
Mr. Bigge was responsible also for getting the 
Customs House established in Cleveland, and for the 
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buUding of the old stone jetty in 1865, Originally this 
jetty ran out at Cleveland Point between the present 
jetty and the lighthouse. Up to a few years ago one 
could see a few of the old hardwood posts in the water, 
the resting place day after day of a few patient cor-
morants. Gradually it suffered from neglect and until 
the new and present jetty was erected in 1887 (which 
was the year of Queen Victoria's Jubilee), Cleveland 
was practically isolated from Brisbane so far as water 
carriage was concerned. "Red Ned," an old identity of 
the village, who died more than twenty years ago, used 
to make occasional trips with a small boat, taking it up 
Ross Creek on a rising tide and anchoring it just below 
the present railway terminus. 
Mr. Bigge, as I have stated, was responsible by his 
influence in getting a first Customs House established 
at Cleveland. It was not the first in Queensland for a 
Customs House had been opened in Brisbane in July 
1846 by that picturesque figure of ancient days known 
as W. A. Duncan, who built a house where Darra now 
stands, reached by a track over what used to be known 
as Duncan's Hill, now commonly known as Convent 
HiU. 
Perhaps some of you in this audience have slept in 
Cleveland's declining days in the first Customs House. 
It was the end room of what afterwards was known as 
the Pier Hotel, destroyed by fire some twenty years 
ago. Adjoining that was another little room which was 
Cleveland's first post office, the first postmaster being 
Mr. Taylor Winship. 
At the entrance to the old jetty, and within the 
oval, was Bigge's extensive sawmill. At that mill was 
cut an immense amount of timber that was used in 
pubhc buildings in Queensland in the early days; and 
several ships were built in a yard close to what, was 
afterwards the bar of the Pier Hotel, and many were 
loaded from Bigge's wool store close to the old jetty. 
Captain Taylor Winship was the ship builder, two of 
his most successful vessels being the Latona and the 
GazeUe, both of which were used subsequently in the 
South Seas trade. 
In those days, the wool teams used to come direct 
from Ipswich to Bigge's wool store at the point. The 
old signpost that used to mark the turn-off was close 
to the Tingailpa Creek bridge. Some of the wool used 
to be conveyed to the scouring yards set up on Hil-
liard's little creek near Ormiston, That those wool-
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washing and scouring yards were established originally 
by Thomas Blackett Stephens who subsequently 
became Treasurer in the Macalister Ministry of 1866-
67 and Colonial Secretary in the Lilley Ministry of 
1869-70, and Minister for Lands in the Third Macalister 
Ministry of 1874-5, His son, Willie Stephens, as we 
used to call him, was Minister for Agriculture in the 
second Philp Ministry of 1907-08, 
Francis Bigge had a great number of irons in the 
fire, all intended "to dish the whigs of Brisbane," And 
irony of irony, Cleveland was eventually beaten by the 
sea because of this very ambition of Francis Bigge, On 
Monday, 31st October 1853, the Countess of Derby was 
wrecked as it was coming into Cleveland for wool and 
other produce. The late Mr, Thomas Welsby in his 
book "Early Moreton Bay," quotes from the "Moreton 
Bay Courier" of Saturday, 5th November 1853, which 
says that the captain of the vessel, wishing to get to 
Cleveland by daylight, brought the vessel through the 
South Passage, instead of going by Cape Moreton, and 
she stuck on the South Spit, A boat with some blacks 
brought the news to Brisbane, The captain refused to 
abandon his vessel for four days, and then landed his 
few passengers on Stradbroke Island, A week later 
the wreck was sold for £29, and the boats and what 
cargo was saved brought £129, 
"The Moreton Bay Courier," an arrogant and 
cheeky little rag, said that the wreck was unlucky for 
Cleveland but really did not alter the fact that that port 
was quite unsuitable, adding, "The many ships that 
have passed through the northern entrance without 
the slightest accident will not fail to be contrasted with 
this first most unfortunate attempt to ship at Cleve-
land Point," 
The squatters were unconvinced. "Fate!" they 
said, "such a thing might have happened anywhere!" 
A little thing like that would not disturb Francis 
Bigge. But a few weeks later a worse disaster was to 
happen. On the evening of 20th January 1854, the brig, 
"Courier," laden with a heavy cargo of wool and oil was 
burned from stem to stern to the water's edge, A long 
inquiry was conducted by Mr, Duncan, Customs Com-
missioner in Brisbane, in which it was elicited that the 
brig was completely gutted, about 300 bales of wool, 
and nearly 100 tons of cocoanut oil being destroyed. 
With crocodile tears the little Moreton Bay 
"Courier," said, "The captain has probably lost the ex-
112 
pected reward of many months' work and a check is 
again given to the progress of Cleveland, just as there 
appeared to be a reasonable prospect of its success!" 
That really was the beginning of the ending. No 
more vessels of any importance went to Cleveland; the 
old stone jetty began to fall into disrepair, and business 
men transferred their operations to Brisbane and else-
where. The bricks in the walls of the store and saw-
mill went to the erection of some houses at the point; 
and Francis Bigge, realising some years later that the 
day-dream had been dissipated, leased the "Folly" to 
Vincent Cassim for an hotel. 
Such was the beginning of the ending of Cleve-
land's halycon days of trying to become the capital. 
Had that dream been realised much money might have 
been expended in making a channel by way of Amity 
and Peel Island; and at least capital would have had 
much beautiful soil for gardens and for agriculture. 
But Cleveland's halycon days were not yet over. If 
it could not become the capital at least it might become 
the capital's chief watering place and so it remained 
for two score years or more; in fact, v/hen I first knew 
Cleveland, more than forty years ago, it was the fash-
ionable resort of Brisbane, particularly at Easter time, 
when the military encampment used to be at Ormiston 
and the naval encampment at Cleveland in the oval. 
When Captain William Rooke Creswell was naval com-
mandant in Queensland (afterwards to become first 
director of the Commonwealth Naval Forces) the little 
seaside village used to brush itself up to enjoy at least 
four or five days of glorious life and plenty of expendi-
ture during Easter week. There were two great Bris-
bane holiday resorts at that time, Sandgate and Cleve-
land. Sandgate was for those who had to depend unon 
the train. Cleveland was for those with buggies. The 
motor car did not become popular for some years, not 
in fact until the era of good roads. At Cleveland, each 
Easter vacation, party satraps and social lions and lion-
esses bestowed their patronage without stint on one.or 
other of the two hotels, and doubtless there were 
houses to be leased. 
During one Easter festival I remember that a 
Cabinet meeting was held at the Pier Hotel, in the 
room that used to be the Customs House; and one year, 
I think it was 1910, I saW some young officers at the 
naval encampment preening themselves mightily be-
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cause they had established wireless connection with 
the mUitary headquarters at Ormiston, or may be it 
was Lytton. At that time I looked upon radio wireless 
as a kind of playtoy, despite the fact that sometime 
before that the Marconi Company had erected two ex-
perimental v/ireless masts in Australia, one at Port 
Phillip Heads in Victoria and one at Davenport in Tas-
mania, and I believe, about that time, some wireless ap-
paiatus had been fixed in some of the Australian war-
ships for experimental purposes; and within a very few 
years the world had adopted the wireless broadcasts as 
a feature of ordinary everyday life. 
So, although few, if anybody, at Cleveland know 
it, some of the earl:-" transmitting experiments were 
made in the oval at Cleveland Point, It may even be 
news to Commander Pixley who, at that time, I think, 
had not associated himself with the Navy and its activi-
ties. At the time I confess the wireless did not appeal 
to me as of any great moment; in fact I am sure that 
I did not mention the fact in a report written for my 
newspaper, yet within a few years Amalgamated Wire-
less (Australia) Ltd, was established, and messages 
were regularly transmitted across the oceans. Some-
where at home, among theatre programmes and the 
like, I have a very ornate permit from A.W.A., permit-
ting me to send regular messages to London to "The 
Times" for which I was Queensland correspondent. But 
again I am getting off the track. 
In September 1903 the railway line to Tweed 
Heads was opened for traffic, and Cleveland's hope of 
becoming the pleasure resort of Brisbane became very 
dimmed. Sea bathing and surfing could be had at 
Coolangatta, and later at Main Beach at Southport; the 
hotel accommodation was far superior, and the local 
councils set themselves out to attract holiday visitors, 
a thing upon which the Cleveland Council frowned. One 
of the councillors of Cleveland Shire was Mr. Victor 
Drury, who had considerable influence with Cabinet 
Ministers in those faraway days. He endeavoured to 
induce his Council (mostly German farmers at that 
time) to approach the Government for a loan with 
which to build up some holiday attractions and necessi-
ties. The request was turned down flat by the Council, 
most of its members saying definitely that they did not 
want Cleveland to become a Brisbane holiday centre. 
That was enough for Mr. Drury. He packed up his 
traps and went to Dalby where, in association with Mr. 
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J. T. Bell, then a Cabinet Minister, he set about making 
Dalby the Charing Cross of Queensland, That very 
dignified title was heard many times in the Queensland 
Parliament, and the man who helped to make it was 
Victor Drury, whose suggestion to an old Cleveland 
(ilouncil to do something for holiday-makers and tour-
ists had been turned down with scorn, 
A few years ago both hotels at Cleveland were 
destroyed by fire and the place that had once aspired 
to become the capital of Queensland drifted into the 
backwaters. Its halcyon days were over. 
But from the ashes, so to speak, of its ephemeral 
greatness grew the sturdier and more substantial agri-
cultural development of the Cleveland district, such as 
we know it now. Sugar, of course, had failed, but in 
its place are growing rich crops of pineapples, custard 
apples, strawberries, herbs, and other fruit and vege-
tables, adding to the stability of the district, if not of 
its fame, extending from Redland Bay and Victoria. 
Point to Wellington Point and Ormiston with an archi-
l^elago of rich little islets in the Bay. 
The shire of Cleveland embraces twenty-eight 
square miles. Among its councillors (until at least a 
few years ago) was Mr, Peter Airey, who held the port-
folios of Home Secretary and Treasurer, at different 
times, in the Morgan, Kidston, and Kidston Coalition 
Ministries, After his retirement from politics he left 
Brisbane to spend more congenial life on a farm at 
Birkdale. Some years before that he was a well-known 
Sydney "Bulletin" poet writing under the name of 
Peter Luftwig, His poetry is perhaps quite unknown 
to contemporary readers, but at least one poem, a 
dainty little piece, is included in Professor Stable's 
anthology, "A Book of Queensland Verse," published, 
I think, in 1924. 
Among the great and near-great who resided a t 
Cleveland, or Cleveland district, were Mr, and Mrs. 
Francis Bigge, Captain the Hon, Louis Hope (son of 
the first Earl of Hopetoun) and the Rev, Robert Creyke 
who, before going into the Church, had been Registrar 
for the New South Wales Government before Queens-
land became a separate colony, and lived with his 
friends. Captain and Mrs, Barney, who conducted Bris-
bane's first post office, St, Paul's Church of England 
(now one of the oldest buildings in Cleveland, but not 
so old as the church at Ormiston) was erected in 1874 
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and Mr. Creyke (then rector of Toowong) became its 
first rector, and lived at the priory at Ormiston, a home 
generously provided for him by Captain Hope. Mr. 
Creyke was the son of a baronet, brother of another, 
and uncle of a third. Another old resident was William 
Clark whose father, at one time, sometime in the early 
fifties, leased the whole of the country from Cleveland 
Point to the Logan River and as far back as Mount Cot-
ton, as a cattle station. Later, he sold it to Mr, T. B. 
Stephens, who had established the big fellmongery 
works near Ormiston, 
A brother of Sir Maurice O'Connell, a name big in 
the annals of early Queensland history, lived at Well-
ington Point with his niece, one of Sir Maurice's 
daughters. The house was erected by Gilbert Burnett, 
The Walters family, the Chataways, the Harts and 
many other well-known families lived in or about Cleve-
land in days before its glory had wholly faded. 
The old homes have gone, but two in which I used 
to be interested were standing a few years ago (pos-
sibly they are still standing). One was a little place 
called Ostend, originally intended as a court-house and 
lock-up but afterwards converted into a residence. Be-
fore St, Paul's Church was erected services used to be 
held by non-residential ministers at Ostend (then a 
lock-up and court house) and on the verandah of Mrs, 
Francis Bigge's home. The other place in which I used 
to be interested (and I named "White House") was not 
far from Ostend. It was originally built for Captain 
Taylor Winship; then it became a private residence of 
other people, and later it was a private hospital. When 
I knew it best it was untenanted and its walls had be-
come soddened from damp and from decay's effacing 
fingers, 
Mr, chairman, ladies and gentlemen, there is much 
more desultory information to be told about old Cleve-
land, but I feel that many are here who knew and loved 
the old resort before it became content to amble along, 
generations perhaps, behind the rest of South-Eastem 
Queensland, Because it has not been visited with the 
questionable comforts of modernity it remains shy and 
unsophisticated. It is essentially a town for the lover 
of quietness. Most people who merely rush to the 
Point, and back again by motor car, have little to say 
in its favour. But you cannot judge a place from a 
motor car for usually a road traverses safe but unin-
teresting country. But Cleveland has its charms. 
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though carefully hidden; and sometimes I have won-
dered what the future might have been if it had not 
been for that mud-incident and an outraged Governor 
more than 100 years ago. It is one of the "Ifs" of our 
national history. The late Mr. Thomas Welsby says in 
his book, "Early Moreton Bay": "Boating men well 
know there is plenty of deep water from Cleveland 
down towards Amity, going by the Rainbow Channel, 
and also know how deep the water is off Peel Island, 
Probably if Cleveland had been made the capital of the 
Colony, much money would have been spent in making 
a passage through what we now know as 'The Bar,' " 
But that is one of the "Ifs" of our history! 
Cleveland, like Windsor and Hartley, in New South 
Wales, had its crowded hour and died. Died without 
hope even of a glorious resurrection. But it had its 
hour, and that, according to the poet, is "worth an age 
without a name," 
( ^ ^ 
